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' The Mol -Gobbin

"

Author of “The Pettison Twins.”

By MARION HILL,

N\ \
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““Brenda got a curtain call which brought her aut

“Don't ask me what Moi-Gobbin |
means, or how it is spelled, for T don't |
know; but I can tell you what, in Stud- |
heim’s estimation, it emphatically was.
It was Brenda Swenson, Perhaps the |
tfimex when he found her most Mol- |
Cabbinish were at rehearsal, after he !
bad tried for half an hour or more to |
make her repeat a miserable thre !l
“words or so in any tone a shade more |
tender than the bleat of a hungry calf,
ani: had to give it up, despairing of
waking the faintest thrill of soul in hes
Beautiful body. despairing of invoking |

7 shred of brain to help out the love - |
liness of her face, despairing of being |
able to coerce her, even from man- |

#gérial heights, into mimicking any ex-

Perience of which her raw youth was |
&5 yet guiltless. After wearing out his |
patience, Studheim would fly into a

good American passion and road:

“Get out of the way, you Mol-Gob-
Bin! Borrow a codfish and study it in
1is emotional moments and then come
back here and act! Get off the earth!
Yon make me weary!"

“My Godt, and I dry so hardt!”
hurst lubberingly from the lovely
Swede, down whose perfect face wonlid
V& pouring a wet torrent of real tears.

“You'll ‘dry’ harder than ever now.”
would be Studheim’s heartless com-
mient, the fire in his handsome black
¢yes quite unquenched by the river of
Rer contrition.

“Yess, T will, T will. Dank you, Mr.
Studheim. £hall T begin it over again
for you yet?™

“Semebody take the Mol-Gobbin
ayay.,” he would implore: and one of
U4 would coax the tall young girl into
the wings, and there would pat and pet
hér back into her usual condition of
heaithy vacuity. During the process
she Would gob very Iondly, cry heartily,
blow her nose childishly, and then
emerge from the ordeal as fresh as a
rain-washed tulip. No amount of grief
eould ever redden the snow-white puri-

t¥ of her extraordinary skin or dim
the beauty of her sky-blue eyes.

Nina Leavitt usually came to the
finzl rescue. Nina was our “juvenile.”

She was 47 vears old. a grandmother,
and as dainty and capable a little lIady
as ever danced and sang through a 18-
year-old part

*Came to my room
Beenda, and I'll put
sHé woull promise,

JOhy dank you, Miss Nina.” respond-
ed the northern goddess, with a sriev-
ow® sniff and sob of reminiscent
Just like a diverted baby. *“And then
when night comes, I'll do it right: isn't
it2"" With this piteous question she
weould look yearningly at us ali. When
truth is below par honesty is the worst
8ort of policy. So we would all ex-
claim in heart chorus:

“Sure, Brenda!”

Jt. was worth movre fibe than one to
seg@ the slow sun break over her face.

Wheén on the stage, thoush she was
magnificently. beautiful a= a woman.
she was more wooden than ¢ver as an
actress. Yet not one of us wasted a
theught to wonder why Studheim kept
her In his company. Brenda in her-
self answered that query. There was
nothing one-half as lovely on the whaole
Epglish-speuking stage. Rven had she
been - deaf, dumb and imbecile, she
would have been worth twice her
salary for the mere picture she made,

Yet, after all, Morris Studheim
siaved with her, suffered through her,
raved over her, less for the sake of
her present weorth than from his fer-
vent belief in her potential greatness.
By inheritance, perhaps, he was a deal-
e in futures, and could not help it.
The rest of us were not as sdanguine:
not to the limit, that is; though we
oneg and all acknowledged that if the
awakening fire of genius ever touched
heér by even so much as a stray spark
she'd make her own fortune and her
manager's in less than no t.ve.

But we doubtéd the ceontingency.
Orénda was the willing victim of a
dope-ltke contentment. Bovine does
net begin to express it, for the reasorn
that bovines ruminate, and Brenda did
not. She was absolutely unruminant;
g4 therefore enjoyed ‘a placidity

eater than a cow’'s. She had never
“@ane” on the stage—there was no go
t. her—she had been put there;

this afternoon,
you at 1t again”

woe,

and

.

{ matic vul

there she doubtless stay till
some one removed her, hus. .nd or un-

dertaker. She had no wants. conse-
| quently no incentives; she had no am-
bition, and could not be spurred; no
vanity, and covld not be coaxed. She
had good nature, good health, good
appetite and a perfectly flawless
beauty of face and figure. Why, in-
leed, should she crave more?  Perhaps
i we were the fools, not she. If she

lacked intellect, she possessed memory
—the best substitute for intellect.
Without memory her accent &uad ido-
Igarisms would have broken

through
mn the stage, and then even her beauty
*ould not have saved her from ridicule;
but, as it wad, her unvexed memory
enabled her to repeat every word just
as it had been drilled into her with the
undeviating correctness and monotony
of a phonograph.

Yet once Studheim leaned too heavi-
ly’ upon the prop of Brenda's stolid
memory; and his fall was bad. Al this
time we were playing summer stock
in Schenectady, where Studheim had
leased a theatre and engaged his own
company for the express vurpose of
being able when he liked to introduce
himself to the public in Shakespearean
roles. Morris was a good actor, of
splendid gifts, but Shakespeare always
went him one better than he had. The
easy-tempered public kindly put up
with his fortnightly tragedies for the
sake of the good old melodrama he al-
ways gave them the week after. Not
but that Morris was losing money hand
over flest, But he never let us lose: our
salary never falled to get into the
weekly envelope, even though Morris’
bank account grew slim to fill it. That
is why we liked him immensely and
tried to'do the best we could for him.
The day after pay day we often told

him what a fine Hamlet he was. That
wag the only day we could de it,
though.

But about Brenda Swenson's slip. We
were doing Macbeth that week, “doing
him good and plenty,” Nina said; and
at the last moment Studheim recalled
the fact that he was short on “appari-
tions” for the caldron scene. Previous-
ly. on the road, little Jane Duke had
done them all, one after the other,
ghooting up through the trap and let-
ting off her smali speeches as noncha-
lantly as a child. You couldn’t secare
Jane Duke. That is one reason, though,
why Morris let her go. He liked a rea-
sonable bit of awe from his troupe: and
the rest of us. we fed it to him. but
Jane Didn't.- As a consequence, we
now lacked Jane and had no “appari-
tions.” 8o Brenda, with a snlash of
gore on her brow, was given the task
of avpearing in the witch-fire. Stud-
heim hated to trust her with.a luckless
combination like ‘““the Thane of Fife,”
but had to—therefore drilled her and
gave her intonations, even on the wmd
“beware."” _

“Like this,”" he hissed to the stolid
Venus, trving to magmetize her with
his magnificent eyes, * ‘Macbheth, be-
ware! beware! beware! ”

“All right,” whispered Brenda stoic-
ally. The performance was under way,
and they dared not be too vocal. She
glanced out to the stage in order to fix
locations. “I say ‘be where? and where
iss it you will be, Mr. Studheim?"

“Right in front of vou. (You cold-
storage swab—) And it's beware. Tt
means look out, look out. look out—
(and God help us al!l if we don’t!)”

“Oh, I dank you, Mr., Studheim, for
your explaining kindness,” murmured
Brenda.

He shot her~an alert look, to detect
possible sarcasm, but of course saw
none, because there was nons. With a
tragic supplication to the helpful pow-
ers above, Morris went to his doom.

For the wabbly passage up the tran,
the glare of fire, the bloodshot agoav
in the eves of the tortured Thane, all
proved unsettling to the “second appa-
rition,” who gutturally wailed:

“Ach, look oudt, Macbeth: look ondt
two dimes. and look cudt some more
yet.”

.Strange to say, not 2 word jarred on
the audicnce. They  really did not get
much. of it, for Macbeth raved with a
most quick and saving
witches incanted unduly but with com-

sanity, the

three times.”

|
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into some of her brief speeches |

|
|

{ with one of her soft,

{ baby<-a sudden, cheerful
the mouth, with no more coquetry in it |
| than there is in a canned eclam.
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mendable discretion, and we rattled a |
thing or two in the wings. Then we
sank upon props and laughed in whis-
pers till we ached.

Brenda took her scoring from Stud-
heim with lovely, blond equability in
spite of the fact that two torrents of
easy tears poured down her face. But
they dried as soon as his back was
turned

“If look oudt iss beware, it makes
small matter which,” she explained
wide, radiant
She had the smile of a boy
widening of

smiles.

We none of us ever got far in our
love-making with Brenda. We al! of
us tried it, one after another. several
times over, especially while traveling
—one gets very tired on a train—and
Brenda would help us along to the best
of her ability, even taking pins osten-
tatiously out of her belts if our arms
wandered around that way, but she &id
it with such a hearty motherliness that
we became comfortably discouraged.
We were all her big brothers, and she
plainly thought the world of us, singly
or bunched. So we mostly bunched and
gave it up.

Not even Morris Studhelm’s facile
credulity was strong enough to tempt
him into making siege of her heart,
even though one of his axioms was that
no woman could possibly become an
acceptable actress until she had had an
emotional past. When he was engaging
a leading woman, it was no pasts, no
contract. He did not go so far as to
insist that these pasts should be re-
grettable,” but they generally were, so
there you are.: He also contended that
no actor could thrill his public unless
he were at the moment a martyr teo an
unrequited episode of the soul.

Just now he was poetically in thrall
to Miss Nance Delancey, who played
his leads; this kept him up to his act-
ing standard: but it also kept him away
from braving a few sentimental skir-
mishes with Brenda—which appealed 1o
the rest of us as a loss. The perfor-
mance would have been great.

Brenda's beauty extended to her
voice, which was sweet and penetrating
—the strain which comes from a full-
throated but simple reed instrument.
It was pure melody, yet was without
those harmonic undercurrents of hu-
man passions and memories and re-
grete which give some voices terrible
power to grip the heart of another, who
hears. Some day, doubtless, Brenda’s
voice would take hold—then l—well, the
rest of us, like Studheim, put up with
the blankly sweet present for the sake
of a magnificent possibility—and hoped
we might be there to see and hear.

In furtherance of this ultimate belief
of his, Studheim expended not oniy
pains, but money. He engaged special
teachers for Brenda and had her taught
fencing, singing, elocution, and, inci-
dentally, English; and in return she
obediently fenced, sang, elocuted and
‘mproved in English, all with the Joy-
less precision of an admirable bit of
mechanism. To pay for this, Studheim
weekly parted with 2 roll of bills hig
enough to choke a horse.

“She’ll make good vet,” he would
persist, “and the eduecation will have {o
come dirst; it's always tbo late after-
ward. When they make a hit they
eave off studying.”

That poor bank account of his! “Our
summer season must have thinned it
terribly. Business was fair, but did not
74y exrenses, owing for one thing to
Studheim’s penchant for good seenory
nd costumes. Then, too, over in Troy
there was a rival theatre whose man-
iger kept Studheim awfully hot, This
man, Simein Kelly by name, flattened
many a one of Studheim’s productions
)y bringing it out at his own theatre
t week or so ahead of us. Just for the
jaunt a lot of our townsfolk who
'therwise would have been our patrons
1sed to go over to Troy on the wolley
9 Kelly's theatre for a change. Cone
‘ummer and a fine night, people think
Yothing of going for an ice cream soda
by way of the moon and back.

Then, in a fit. of . FEeTiaN
‘losed * his * theatre' ; -
orapany.

Finally, he became enamwed ‘of Bren-
da—at a distance, of course—and-
overtures to have us finish the
In Troy with him. This would have
suited Studheim excellently.- He invit-
ed Kelly to’ a midnight supper on the
stage, to talk things over.

“I'll come,” said Sim Kelly: then,
tasually, “you may seat me next to the

girl with the hair.” \
* With some men, it is eyes; with
some, voice; and with others, hair.

Well, Brenda had a cataract of it.
Had she had tact to match—but she
had not, and no wonder Studheim tried
to press a point or two upon her,

He kept away from it till the curtain
had rung down on the last act and the
Supper was jimminent. In evenlng
gown and her hair bagged out until
the whole company would have gone
on a straw ride in it, Brenda was cer-
tainly a dream of a beauty. And she
was quite ready for the supper, too,
for she was always hungry. She had
the ghastly good appetite, not of a
glutton, but of a healthy, growing
girl of unimpeded heart action.

Morris Studheim took her tenderly
and imploringly by her two hands.

“Brenda, my darling,’”” he said—the
endearment was his usual style when
he was made up for a complimentary
supper and meant nothing more speeci-
fic—“Brenda, you can help me a great
deal tonight, if you will!™

“So?” asked Brenda, solemnly im-
pressed. Let any one who considers her
monosylilable a vulgar one hear Bren-

da and change his mind. The word
slipped from her in really flute-like
sweetness.

“Yes, angel; this whole supper re-

volves around you. Sim is coming for
the sole purpose of being seated beside
you.”

“My Godt, what next?”
with phlegmatic resignation.

‘“Heaps next, star of my life,” he
said patiently, “and if you were any-
thing but a Scandinavian mooncalf
with a frost on you would not oblige
me to go into detail. Briefly, I waat
¥ou to be nice to him.”

“Sure!” was her hearty assent; then,
docilely, “but how, what?”

“Oh. he'll drink your health,” rather
roared Studheim, “and you must like
it.”

“All right; I Uke it stoically agreed
Brenda.

“And when he savs sweet things to
you, say sweet things back: if you
can’t, why, cut off a smile and hand it
out to him.”

“I'll"cut off a smile,” she chose, im-
movably.

“Perhaps he'll want to hold your
hand a little,” said Studheim, be¢om-
ing interested in his lines.

Brenda here pondered.

“Then do I soak him she
askad thoughtfully.

“Not on your life,” begged Studheim.
“That’s just the point.”

Brenda broke into a’ irresistibly de-
liclous smile as light glimmered on her
clovdy horizon.

“I see,” she said.

she said,

one?”

“It is business that

he holds my hands just as you do
now.”

“Yes,” said Studheim, dropping
them. “Make Sim think he's the ham

in the sandwich.”

The mention of sandwich brought =o
famished a look into her face that
Studheim considerately led the way to
the supper table. A closed scene shut
out the draughts and conserved the
lights, so that we were both brilliant
and comforable, while a score of will-
ing stage hands sped around on rub-
ber-tired roller skates, metaphoricaily,
to keep us in supply. Morris was at
one end, Sim at the other, with Nance
Delancey and Brenda at place of honor
on either hand. Anybody but a Mol-
Gobbin would have been flightily con-
sclous of distinetion, but with Brenda.
the nearer the loaf the worthier the
Seai, and she merely ate with method-
ical placidity. Herolcally obedient to
instruction. however, she from time to
time let loose a smile upon her ad-
mirer, immediately returning to her
plate, though, the while he swam in
his rapture. The rest of us, lesser
beings, with Nina in our midst to keep
us from dying of neglect, were spread
at the board between the star perform-
ers in the comedy and got more out of
the meal than food.

The eonversation, general at first,
was wittily funny, but esoterically so,
confining ourselves mostly to profes-
sional experiences, to apt distortions
of lines from plays and good-naturad
railiery of players. Later Nance and
Morris withdrew their voices from the
babel, and took 2 kind of love route
of their own, conversing in a hushed,
sunset limited style—up upon a mesa-
land of clouds and moonshine, coming
to deep places and taking their trestles
with commendable celerity, S§wWooping
down into canyons of intimate compre-
hension, then up again on the rim of
things—very entertaining, what we
2ot of it, but strietly private, or should
have been. Sim Keily tried very hard
to follow their lead with his own di-
vinity, and was growing pallid with
non-success,

Not that he was discouraged. He, as
did her audiences, conceived Brenda
capable of just as much emotion as he
desired of her. To the thoughtful she
was full of thought; to the lover sha
was full of love; to the reserved she
epitomized reserve; to the spiritual
she radiated spirit; while, for a fact,
she was merely healthily empty. 3

“And you are trying to be cruel to
me ?”" mourned Kelly finally.

“No, no!” cried Brenda, thrilled into
responsivenesa. Cruel? Certainly not
-—with her salary depending otherwise.

Under the encouragement he drew
closer and gazed with good, honest
adoration at the changeless marvel of
her face.

“I wonder if you know how beautiful
you are.” he ventured.

“My Got, T hope s0.” sald Brenda
faintly, not wishing to be lacking at
iny required point.

This doubled him up. He took it for
wit; and Morris flashed to Prenda a
heam of approval and incitement. €o
RBrenda felt that she had earned an-
nther sandwich. and took it.

Sim Kelly began to whisper very
beautiful things into her-ear, and. be-
*anse his nearness was distasteful tn
her, gshe cast a glance of annoved in-
quiry at her manager. T'nder gesture
of gayety, Morris invited her to stand
‘t a while longer. She remembered his
~astronomiec simile, and put it into ac-
tion. Taking her sandwich from her
month, she said to Sfm briefly:

“You are the ham.” .

This firished him, and he kissed her.
Understand, there was not one of us
who blamed him, or who would have
acted a shade differently under the
provocation of that soft young cheek of
velvet and cream. Nor did we blame
her reception of it. Had she dona less
than she did she would have been less
of a whole-souled, affectionate creature
than she was. Unhastily putting Jown
her remains of sandwich, and straight-
ening out her big beautiful palm, the
slapped Mr. Kelly with a magnificent
resonance.

“And if you do that once more yet,
I'll sock you another already,” she said
évenly, in her voice of music. e

' In the middle of broken speech, the'
e brok 3

his |rest of us sat stiff with

But Kelly, whé was a big man, fat and

: Next he began to pine for
*xcitements, and wished he had not.

fair in more ways than one, soived the
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situation by going off jnto a howl of
comprehending laughter. He made
apology to Brenda, and soon glasses
were up and we werd drinking healths
to each other.

““And now, Morris, talk business”
said Kelly. The supper was over, and
we left them there to their dates and
figures; and the resuit of the talk was
that we crossed over to Troy in¢two
weeks” time and opened to the best
houses of the season.

Now, with one manager in love with
her future and the other in love with
her beauty, and both striving valiantly
to lift her to success, any other but
Brenda Swenson could have had the -
time of her life. True, she expressed
approbation of the new move, but sole-
Iy because the theatre happened tc be
on the same block with a delicatessen
store, the keeper of which, a sallow snd

zroveled at her feet in Schenectady and
brought tribute of wienerwurst, but
only once a week when he could get
away, was ' now able to feed her nightly
and yet not negleet his business, He
gave her stuff enough for all of us, and
we got it.

“Keep him for a steady, Brenda,” we
encouraged with full mouths. “He's
the best éver.” -

“You think that?” she derided. “Why,
the face of him is like—"

“Like the pale, sweet moon,™ threw

in one.

“Like an apple of gold in meshes of
silver,” threw in another. B

“Like a star-lit poal,” cooed a third.

“So0?" murmured Brenda, weakened
by our praise. “I was near to saying
it different; I was near to say ‘like a
squash ple with a poor cook on.’ *

“That’ll do, 100,” we acceded thought-
fully. P i

“Are the chumps worrying you, Miss
Swenson?" asked Kelly, coming up.
“Say the word and they'll get the
hook.” And hé drew away to talk over
a great part he was going to give her.

He was a queer chap, and lovable,
though inclined to be a dictatorial man-
ager, to men: the women,

sorrowful youth named Otton, who had |
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